:able5 would call upstairs to know whether I would
prefer a boiled egg or a kipper to eat in the kitchen.
The charring didn't last long, and I took to bar-
bola work to occupy my time at home. I made table-
cloths and embroidery. I went over and looked after
Barbara's babies while she was shopping and helped her
to wash up. There was a cinema round the corner
where seats were only sevenpence in the afternoons^
and I*often went there. And as the evening drew on
I would sit before the fire drawing charcoal cari-
catures of Richard on the tiles of the fireplace to amuse
him when he got home.
We quarrelled, of course. We quarrelled too
often once those first honeymoon days were over, and
I think most of our disputes were my fault. Some-
times I had reason for complaining. Richard, for
example, bought a second-hand car for five pounds and
would bring spare parts into my newly cleaned scullery
and oil them there. But more usually I made trouble
with him simply because he was so kind to me. Perhaps
he treated me too much like a pet or an expensive toy,
He wouldn't only bring back flowers at night. He
would give them to me and then sit and stare at me
ecstatically for minutes togethers without saying a
word but maybe: "How lovely you are!" Perhaps I
should have responded to his love more gratefully if he
had been able to wrap it up in an off-handed cheerful-
ness. For love is a strong drug to those who aren't
accustomed to it. I had always known it as something
fleeting and insecure, for ever about to abandon me.
And when Richard so plainly offered me his love as a
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